is an 





7 ee 
| DINOSAUR 
















I, Cerentino Hilton, have a im 
lot of mouse friends, but none as \= 
spooky as my friend CREEPELLA 
VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYS7@RI0U3 mouse with — 
a pet bat named Bitewing. Creepella lives in 
CEMETERY, sleeps in a marble sarcophagus, and 
a hearse. By night she is a special effects and s 
designer for SCARY FILMS, and by day she’s stud 
to become a journalist! Her father, Boris v 
Cacklefur, runs the funeral home Fabumous 
Funerals, and the von Cacklefur family own 
CREEPY Cacklefur Castle, which sits on top ¢ 
skull-shaped mountain in MYSTERIOUS VALLE 
YIKES! I'ma real 
mouse, but even | thit 
Creepella and her fami 
ENMU fascinat 


| can’t wait for vou to r 


— = 










A journalist who fives i A famou 
Mysterious Valley and uetil fri 
) An extrentel ¥ nad 
Wei ee 
expert in Egyptian 
PLES. 


solves spooky cases wilt | 
her pisepariile pet 


bet, Biewing, 
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The vor Ca 
and her family’s 





the por Cae 
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to tie For 


F cee thy, Td 
“is ili Ste cc aire 





fee | fe cook at Cacklefur 
| Casile. He dreams 


* 
p 
of creating te 1 
‘ | 
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wiruniate Siew a M sth a funeral qireciar wt 





it on 
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Geronimo Stilton 





CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR 
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My WHISKERS STILL 
TREMBLE WITH ERIGH 


If spooky stories give you NIGHTMARES: 
you hide under the covers during 
THUNDERSTORMS. or if you're 
scared of the dark, monsters, 
or ghosts, then you'd better 
close this book RIGHT WOW! 


Oops...sosorry! [haven't introduced 





myself yet. My name is Stilton, Geronim 
Welton, and lrun The Rodent’s Gazette, t 
most famouse newspaper on Mouse Islan 


Do you want to know what I’m squeaki 


_ My WHISKERS STILL TREMBLE WITH Fric 





























CACKLEFUR. She’s the spookiest mouse I kno 

She lives in Mysterious Valley, where t 

Sprangesy adventures seem to take plac 

In fact, this story is so spooktacular, 
Yikes will make your fur, cars, and t. 
| “i. ON. quiver with it ight 


Now that you've be 






warned, do you still want 
read this SEARY tale? Are yi 
sure? Absolutely, pawsitive 
double-dog-daringly surc? We 
all right then! I may as well ste 

from the beginning... 
It was a warm evening in early §Pprif 
The setting sun cast a shadow over t 


roofs of New Mouse City. I] was sitting in r 











_ My WHISKERS STILL TREMBLE WITH Fric 









































“Look, Uncle!” he squeaked excited 
“This piece of cheese F@SSUk goes ba 
thousands of years.” 

He showed me an illustration in the 
hook he was reading, Traveling 
Through the Jurassic Era, 
1 was about to take a look 
when there was a L@UD 
knock at the door, 

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! 

“Who could that be?” | 
wondered aloud. But when I opened the do 
there was NO OME there! [| looked doy 

and saw a flat stone tied | 
with a purple bow 


looked around tos 





My WHISKERS STILL ‘TREMBLE WITH FRic 





“Who was it, Uncle G?” Benjamin aske 

| said | wasn't sure. Then | showed h 
the STONE tied with the bow. We quicl 
realized it wasn’t QME stonc, but Fwe 
The tablets were tied together, and the 
were sheets of paper between them. 

“This is really unusual,” | murmured 4 
untied the bow... . 

“ACK!” | squeaked. 

A fossil of an enormouse COCHROAME 
sat on top of the papers. Beside it was 
handwritten note on a picce of coth 
shaped paper. | immediately recogniz 
Creepella von Cacklefur’s scented POLE 
rk 








My WHISKERS STILL =) TREMBLE WIth Fri: 








A chill ran down my fur. 

“Of course I remember!” I squcake 
“My whiskers still SF@AIG)2 with frig 
whenever I think about it.” 

“What ADVENTURE is she talking abo 
Unele?” Benjamin asked, his eyes glowi 
with excitement. “Will you read it to no 


please?” 
“It's a little SCARY, but I'l read it 
you're sure...” warned him. 
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Sony} AND D LLUSTR AT BY 
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A Surprise ror 


GERONIMO 





It was a J" E36) 235¢ morming in Gloomer 
A pale ray of SU VSUHINVE flickered feet 
through the clouds, barely illuminating t 
front door of Squeakspeare Mansion. 
GLOGAY silence filled the ancient mansic 
The thirteen ghosts who lived there h 

spent the entire night cleani 
the place from TOP 

BoTTem. 


Now they we 





& Scepuise por GeRontk 
ee 


The desk in the mansion’s study w 
overflowing with piles of books, stac 
and stacks of FARSEMSE, and noteboo 
and memo pads filled with scribbled not 
Someone was busy RESEARCHING a 
WILL the interminable, inexhaustib 
endless ENCYELOPEPIA OF 
GHOSTS. But at that 


particular moment, 






that someone was 
not at his desk. 
Instead, he was 
a passenger in the ae 
Turborapid 3000, ~ 
Creepella von Cacklefur’s 


CREEPY convertible. 


backseat stuttered. “I should be working. . 

It was the newspaper mouse Semone 
Silica He was sitting in the backseat ne 
to Creepella’s niece Siivereen, and the v 
Cacklefur family’s pet cockroach, KAFK 
Creepella’s pet bat flew in circles arow 


Geronimo’s head. Grandfather Frankensté 


ys) ina (Al tc) 





rode in the passenger scat, a 
package in his lap. 


“Oh, hush, Geronimo!” Creepella repli 








as she sped through the countryside, “Y 
don't want to miss it, do you?” 

“M-miss what?” Geronimo ask 
nervously. He would rather be holed up 
ay eae Mansion, a, Happily worki 
on the ENCTCLOPEDIE OF GAO 

“Why | ‘the opening of the exhibit 
of course!” Creepella replied. She 
her horn in greeting as she zoom ed Ls 





her father’s HEARSE. The family’s butl 











A Sueveise for Grrovmo 


Boncham, wasn't far behind. He w 
traveling by moLereuele, with Grandt 
Crypt in his sidecar. 

“Your entire family scems to be attendi 
this event,” Geronimo observed. “But 
still don’t know what exhibition you 
squeaking about!” 

Creepella smiled as the wind ruitled t 
raven-black hair. 

“Of course were all attending!” 5 
replied breezily. “We wouldn’t miss it f 
the glonruesy funeral in the world. Isn't tk 
right, Shivereen?” 

“Yes!” replied Shivereen. “I wouldn’t sk 
it for the biggest HORROR FILM marathor 


Kafka wigeled his antennas in agreemer 


4 Scepuise por Greonik 
ee 


Or) “But what's this exhibiti 
about?” Geronimo ask 
again, exasperated. 





Creepella brought her Turborar 
3000 to an ABRUPT stop in fre 


of the Gloomeria Science Viuseum. 


foul fing OUL Soon enous 


=, 





arn be 


\ Worry Warrtne For 





A large CROWD had gathered in front 
the science museum. Everyone was waiti 
impatiently for the doors te open while t 
mayor, Charles Chatterpaws, gave a lon 
win@e@ speech. Rodents everywhe 
were yawning and fidgeting, their whisk« 
drooping with boredom. 

“Dear citizens of Gloomeria,” the may 
droned, “today we celebrate this auspicio 


event. We have been waiting for ma 











An Exiertios Worm Wartine Foe 


“Cul it, darling!” she whispered in t 
husband's ear. 

“Huh?” the mayor replied. “What did y 
say?” 

Carol squeaked a bit louder, 

“Cul it, dear! she repeated. 

“I’m not quite finished yet,” the may 
protested. “Just a few more —” 

“THE RIBBON!” Carol squeak 
exasperated, 

The mayor took onc look at his wife # 
SHUT his mouth. Then he sliced throu 
the purple ribbon in front of him with 
SVERSIZED pair of scissors. 

SNIP! 

Everyone quickly RUSHE- D into t 


oes AUT 
or ; : 


VeTeo ili 





Geronimo gulped. His whiskers quiver: 
with fright. He was a huge 
scaredy-mouse! Then he 
noticed two g§tfeahge= 
tookifg rodents in a 






corner. 

“Who are they?” he asked 
Creepella, intrigued. 

“Those are the most 
famouse ARCHAEGLOGISTS 
in’ Gloomeria: Ignazio Dustysnout a 
Petra Fossilfur!” his friend explaine 


“After years and years of research & 





An Extrertios Woetn Warrine For 


millions of years ago!” 

“I've been looking forward to this f 
decades. This will be the perfect opportun 
for me to test my latest EA VEN THO* 
Grandpa Frankenstein said. 

Grandpa Frankenstein was a profess 
and an inventor. In his paws he held a sm 
black box with two buttoms: Onc w 
PED, and the other was GREEN, 

“It’s a Gorebusbee pemobe 


he explained gleefully. “Tf somco 






is boring me, I point the reme 
control at him. press the R€ 
button, and... °° Wi A 
instantly Immobilized!” 

“Moldy mozzarella!”  Geronir 





replied. “He'll be stunned for a couple 
seconds... er, | mean, at the most, it ¥ 
be a few MINGECS. He won't be able 
squeak or move a paw!” 


Creepella hugeed her srandfather. 
“ geandfather, you'pe q gen 


she squeaked proudly. “May i tPy re?’ 
Grandpa Frankenstein handed her t 





“Yup!” she squeaked. Then Creepe 
pointed the remote directly at Geronimo, 
“Creepella, please don’t...” he proteste 
But it was TOO LATE! she had 
already pressed the button. A red light 
illuthifiated Geronimo’s face and 
he was immobilized immediately. 
“Auntie!” Shivereen exclaimed. 
“Now how are you going to move him 


around?” 
Ft de 


ia 


i 











Ay Exuipition Woatn Warrive Fr 
ee 


“That won't be a problem,” Creepe 
chuckled. “He'll be back to normal so 
enough, right Grandpa?” 

“Of course I’m back to normal!” Geronir 
squeaked as he wiggled his paws. “Plee 
don’t TPE@ES me a gain!” 

“Drat!” Creepella muttered. “That did 
last long. How did it fecl. Geronimo?” 

But before he could answer, she turn 
toward her grandtather, 

“What’s the GREE button for?” s 
asked, curious. “Can | [ai*€@sSs it?” 

Grandpa Frankenstein quickly SNATCH 
the remote from her. 

“That part of my invention still needs 


little tweaking,” he mumbled. “But cnou 


sae ae 
Bd 


A Dinosaur ror 


EVERYONE 





It was the most incredible exhibiti 
anyone had ever scen. The crowd gather 
around each exhibit, gaping at the rari 
dinosaur skeletons in Mysterious Vall: 
The von Cacklefur family was particula 
@XCIS8q. Even Geronimo had to adn 
he had NEVER been to such a remarkal 
event. 


The exhibition included dinosaurs of 


Shapes and SIZES 


A Dixosace for Evervon 
ee 


Snip and Snap preferred the very o 
bizarrosaurus. 

“He looks so strange!” they said, gigeglir 

“My favorite is the Su pPosawmrus 
declared Chef Stewrat. “Im positive 
would have liked my stew!” 

Shivereen nodded and pointed to anoth 

“T like the sillysaurus,” she said. “L 
you see his little laughing face? Then aga 
the Snorosaurus is also adorable. And t 
PLES ASAULUS is really IMPTeSsive 

Grandpa Frankenstein seemed to be t 
only one not having a good time. He had: 
even used his borebusber pemobe! 

Everyone at the exhibition was 
excited to be there: no one was bei 


A, , 
CAN YOU NAME THE DINOSAURS OF 
Mysrenrous VALLEY? 
— MVlinisaurus — Snoresdurus — Rapidosdurus 
— Bizarrosaurus — Megasavrus — Srdilosaurus 
— Guiposaurus — Giratfosaurus — Stinkosaurus 
= (ysauirus — Howlosaurus 




















A Drvosage for Evesyour 


“Maybe [Tl try it randomly on somcons 
he said. 

“You can’t stun a rodent without a reasor 
Grandma Crypt SCOLDED him. 

“I'd argue that you shouldn't stun a rode 
even if you D0 have a reason!” Geronir 
squeaked under his breath. 

“You 'reright,” Grandpa Frankenstc 
sighed. “Pil only try it if I cor 
across a rodent more sufjocati 





than a casket buried in a bog 
While the pros and cons 
using the remote were bei 
discussed, Geronimo beg 
reading up on the exhibitic 


“The next roomis dedicat 


A Divosice for Everyos 
ee 


“The SPOOROSAURUS is supposed to 
the SCARIEST, ¢reepiest, most DREADE 
dinosaur that ever existed!” 

Creepella hurricd toward the door. 

“Well, what are we waiting for?” she se 
eagerly. “Let's go check it out UGH T WOW 

On the way into the next room, Creepell 
father, Boris von Cacklefur, caug 
Geronimo’s ear. He was just DYINE& to t 
some of his favorite scary jokes! 

“Psst, Geronimo!” Boris squcaked. “Ha 


you heard the one about the dinosaur?” 


What's a dinosaur s 
favorite school subject’ i 
‘ Prehistory 


Knoek, knot k- ° | Wat time is th wher 
Whes there? , a dinosaur sits on 1 
elle area heed of Youlr faire 
} nterruPcing ding — tee 
[iene te et ad. new 
SB, ROAKAAAR! 


gar! 


| What's louder than 


da imnosauirs’ 


re / i @ i, % Three dinosaurs! 
| : What do you éall a dinosaur | > LO 
who is never late? : : 











One Scary 


Dinosaur! 





A large sign stood at a 


the entrance to the i the 7 


—— 


Se oe 





hall that contained the ae L| 
spookosaurus skeleton. lett 
al enter : iz r Were 





It rested on a stand lhe 
made of small DOTIeS ~ > 
that had been tied ccntilins 
Geronimo stopped to read it 
before he entered. 


“M-maybe I'll s-skip this 


Pe 
ronim 
Oo, 
aah 
ee said 
as we 
id as she grabb 





el 
yy Fi 





Qxe Scagy Dinosaur 
ee 


“Geronima!” Creepella squeak 
exasperated. “Look what you've done!” 

“Me?” Geronimo replied. “You’re the o 
who pushed me!” 

Creepella pecked inside the room a 
gasped. 

“Howling mummies!” she squeaked. *T1 
dinosaur is petrif ying!” 

“Rats and bats!” Shivereen exclaime 
clapping her little paws in approval. *] 
totally FLOODCURDLING!” 

“Moldy mummy soup!" said Snip a 
Snap. “It’s HORRIFIC:” 

The terrifying spookosaurus  skelet 
TOWERED over all of them. 


“Holey cheese!” Geronimo exclaimed 





One Seavey Dinosauel 






ona piece of ch-cheese!" 


The spookosaurus skeleton .—% . 
was so BEG it took up the @ 
entire room. And it was so 
TALL that the roof had been cut open toma 
room for the top of the skeleton’s hea 
The spookosaurus’s gigantic paws ended 
long, sharp claws. Its mouth gaped open 
a smirk that exposed 
RAZ OR-SHAR 


tecth. And its cyes we 





‘two massive, hollow hol 
i 
that were as DABH a: 


bottomless well, 





“Tts smallest tooth is bigger than my largi 


pot!” Chef Stewrat observed. 











One Seany Dinosive! 


peered up at the ancient monster 

r, admiration. 

Wes In his EXCITCMENT, Grandpa did 
wu? 


notice that his infamous riv 


SHAMLEY RATTENBAU 


was standing right next 






the spookosaurus! Shamlicy w 
wearing his usual old PATCHED jack 
with a gardenia tucked in the buttonhole. 

As soon as Shamlcy spotted Grand 
Frankenstein, he approached him with | 
usual contempt, 

“| didn’t think I’d meet so ma 
uncultured rodents at such 4 prestigio 
muscum,” he said with a sniff of disdain. 


Oxe Scary Dirosau 
ee 


Grandpa Frankenstein squeaked. “You do 
want me to try my latest device on you! 

Shamley Rattenbaum laughed. 

“I'm not afraid of you, Dr Frankenstinky 
he teased Grandpa. “Anyway, | just notic 
a certain similarity between you and tl 
dinosaur...” 

“Is it our Bick DOMes?” Grandpa replic 
“Because at least | have one! You, on t 
other paw...” 

Rattenbaum became as 5 as a gho 
then as f@edl as an overripe tomato. 

“How dare you!” he replied as he pluck 
the gardenia from his buttonhole. He w 
about to throw it at his rival’s snout, £ 
Grandpa Frankenstcin was ar oke 





Owe Scary Drnosave! 


He was as immobile as a mummifi 
lizard! His eves were the only part of | 
body that FR@VE@S&, and they darted ba 
and forth, shooting DAGGERS at the ent: 
von Cacklefur clan, 

“Now he’s the one that looks like 
DINOSAUR: joked Grandpa. 

“lL agree!” Boris chuckled. 

“Looks like your new invention is a | 
SUCCES S§!” Grandma Crypt observed. 

“Yes, it works like a eaarre!” Shivere 


said. 








Oxe Scagy Dinosaur 
ee 


Creepella put up a paw to get cvervon 
attention, 

“Shhhh,” she said. “@MIET! Tt looks li 
the effects of the borcbuster remote ¢ 


wearing off. SHAMLEY I§ MOVING!” 








fs 


A TERRIFYING 


SURPRISE 





Rattenbaum rolled his eyes, wrinkled | 
nose, aad“ TRE T CHE Devt | 
right paw and then his left paw. Grand 


Frankenstein was still celebrati 





his success, and he didn’t not 
Shamlcy charging toward hir 
s% Grandpa, WATCH OU 
~ Creepella squeaked. But «5 
was TOO LATE. 
Shamley had SWATCHED 


as —— ae, 
% = 
; a 
7 = 
a 





A Trearyixé Suaper 
ee 


head trivtgpharitly, 

“Aha!” Rattenbaum squeaked gleeful 
“You'll be sorry you froze me, Professor!’ 

“Be careful, Rattenbaum.” Geronir 
warned him. “That device is nota 1 © 
Someone could get hurt.” 

“Is it proper to FPESZE a rodent for: 
reason?!” Shamlcy asked. 

“Well, no it isn’t. | do agree with you 
Geronimo stuttered. “Stil, it isn’t safe — 

“Enough!” shouted Shamley. He turn 
and POINTED the remote control at Grand 
Frankenstein. The professor quickly duck 
behind the spookosaurus’s MASSIVE paw. 

“It's payback time!” Rattenbaum said 
he pressed the GREEN button with all | 





A Treeieving Sceperse 


GREEN BUTTON!’ 
TOO LATE! 





YRONG button. A BRIGHT-GREL 
ray shot out of the remote, hitting t 
giant spookosaurus skeleton in the snot 
The fossil’s fearsome face Lit UP with 
menacing glow. 
Grandpa Frankenstein's snout went 

LMU 2 asa slice of mozzarella. 

“What have you done?” he moaned. 


have no idea what's going to happen now. 











fA “Professor,” Geronimo asked, a worti 

TA look on his snout. “You REALLY don’t knc 
what the green button does? Didn't v 
invent the remote yourself?” 


-Scampering skeletons!" Creepe 


squeaked suddenly, her eyes wide. “I thi 
| just figured out what the green butt 


aI 


Goes 


O- TTY 





A Treerrying ScRpRrsr 


“The red button freezes things,” Creepe 
whispered, “But the GREEM button brin 
things to life — even the thousand-year-c 
skeleton of a fossilized dinosaur! L@@K! 

suddenly, the spookosaurus took a {lyi 
LEAY up to the roof of the building! 

















Ir’s RAINING 


Bonzs! 





The room became as quiet as a TOM 
TEC an ang 


oy 





Grandpa Frankenstein @ Oi it] 
paw at Shamley Ratten baum, — 

“Look what you've done!” Grandpa sz 
accusing y. 

“It’s all your fault, Frankenslimi 
Rattenbaum replied haughtily, “After ¢ 
YOUR invention made the spookosaur 
come to life: Who would invent somethi 


so horrible? And if you hadn’t frozen 1 


Sr 


sf 


4 


— 
“= 
en oo 


It’s Baixine Boye 
ee 


{ 3 
“Both of you! We have to figure out how 
§+©P that prehistoric monster before 
DESTROYS Gloomeria!” 
Grandpa nodded and headed for the cx 
“T'll head straight to my laboratory,” 
said. “Hopefully [| can invent something 
FIX this mess!” 
An infuriated shamley Rattenbat 
stormed off in the opposite direction, 
“Well, ’m going home to some Peat 
and @W¥IET!” he shouted. “T’ve had enougt 
Meanwhile, the spookosaurus was 
a demolition course out in front of t 


museum. ‘lhe destructive dino was runni 


over everything that crossed = ah 
i alpen fe ee 
: t 4 ah, a ed a +? Iv 
its path! Soon the (aoe 





yoy sO often, a few small O° one ee 


come loose from the mpuclocauna S eoloe 











Ra wsta 





over - shouts of the rodent: aro sun id 
; His wife © AIP Pe 2¢ him on the back. 

















It's Barsisc Bones! 


“Darling, your car,” she 


whispered. 
He turned to his wife. 
“What did vou say, 
dear?” Mayor Chatterpaws 
asked. 





“Look at your 

e CARB.” Carol repeated. 
“What do y 
mB mean?” the may 
> asked, confuscc 
“The spookosaur 

just Squashed your Jalo 
2000," Carol replied calmly, pointing to f 
husband’s most prizéd 


mt ee Go 
possession. Ge . oe" 


1 at 
tae 


It’s Rarsing Bane 
ee 


his snout. “My baby! I lewed that car 
much!” 

Geronimo, Creepella, and the rest of t 
von Cacklefurs scurried out of the muset 
just in time to see the mavor burst into tea 

“What an awful MESS!” Creepe 
exclaimed as she took in the disaster t 
spookosaurus had Icft in its wake. 

“We have jo stop if!” the may 
cried desperately. 

Creepella nodded. 

“Aoreed,” she said solemnly. “But how? 

The spookosaurus was busy ploddi 
through the middle of town, crushin 
everything in its path. But suddenly, t 
skeleton stopped and raised its head as 





C sped. “Let's follow ft!" 
The mayor threw his arms up. “I'm goi 
back to CITY HALL,” he squeak: 


“Call me if there’s any news!” 





ee 
‘pn — Mp 





A Cup of 


MoLby TEA 





Back at the Rattenbaum Mansion, Shamle 
triplet granddaughters, Tilly, Milly, a 
Lilly, were lounging contentedly under t 
patched, wobbly gazebo in the mansior 
GVEPZPEWH gardens. A teapot, 

some chipped teacups, and a tray i, 
of Maley pastries sat on the WT a 
table before them. ‘lhe family’s os 





pet millipede, Ziggy, spotted Co 
the treats and began to DROOL in 





A Cup of Motay Tes 


for him, but for the sisters’ prestigio 
guests: the triplets Lenny. Benny. a 
Denny Vandervermer. 

The three young ratlets were desecndar 
of one of the eldest familics in Mysterio 
Valley. Their family boasted counts, duk 
viscounts, and marquises all over t 
senealogical tree. The Venderverme 
prided themselves on their royal bloc 
yet everyone in the family seemed to 
completely Deke! 

“How honored we are to Visit. . 
Lenny began gallantly. 

“,.. after so many years...” continu 
Benny. 


“. Of being away from the city!” Den 


Viscount Loossanu [y)) 
AND CLARA 


SN ee a eed eee | 





fees ee ee ee 
re ee Cre Bri aa 
0 = 
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(GRANNY. Y (GRAY WHISKERS 








A Cup of Motoy Tes 


“Would you like a {UP of moldy tea 
asked [illy. 

“Or an aged PAST PW?” suggested Til 
At the word pastry, Ziggy began 
whimper hungrily. But no one was payi 
any attention to him. The triplets were mc 
interested in entertaining their d@Shir 

young suests, 

“Zigey'’s duty for the day was playing I 
He was in charge of changing the re@ers 
on the ancient gramophone, and he w 
doing a Pabumolse job. His favorite reco 
was playing, It was Tear in the Tempe 
by Lyrica Sonnetail, and the notes of t 
song “Morbid Whining” hung in the air. 

The three noblerats were impressed wi 











A Crp of Motoy Tea 





“ATS SO GHASTLY AND GOULISH! Ben 
agreed, 

“YES, TTS DEEPLY DEPRESSING!” Den 
concluded. 

7igey noticed that the triplets we 
distracted by the noblerats. and t 
noblerats were distracted by the music. , 
he quickly f hatched a rotten grasshopr 
pastry during the second verse of “Mourn! 
Lament.” 

“YUM!” he whispered as he gulped 
down in one bite. Ziggy was about to er 
another treat when he noticed Shaml 
Rattenbaum scurrying along the PATh 
the mansion. Shamley seemed disorienti 


He was mumbling to himself as he storm 


A Cre of Mocoy Ti 
ee 


“He looks really UPSET.” continu 
Benny. 

“Maybe a business deal went wrRONE 
Denny suggested. 

The three sisters looked at cach other 
dismay, Shook their heads, and sighed 
unison. 

“No,” Tilly squeaked. “He probah 
just met...” 

“... someone From the annoying .. 
Milly continued. 

*... von CacKleFur Family!” conclud 
Lilly. 


ae umole. oN 





re 





ror Himsexel 





Shamley Rattenbaum slumped into a che 
exhausted from scampering home 
quickly. 

The triplets surrounded him, WoOrrts 
looks on thetr snouts. 

“What HAPPENED, Grandpa?” Lilly ask 
gently, 

“Are you okay?” Milly added, 

But Shamley just shook his head. He w 
still too Ibrreathless to squeak. 

Tilly approached with the tea tray. “He 


Every Booext ror Hrwsrt. 
ee 


managed to squeak out a few syllables. 
“Remote control... huff se  CREGRL:, 
putt . .. Frankenstein...” | 
Lyrica Sonnctail’s record kept plagl 
on the gramophone, but no one seemed 
be listening. 


Lenny, Benny, and Denny took turns tryi 
to squeak with Shamley. 











' Eyrey Rovent Foe Hinsece! 


“Where did you come from, 
R.attenbaum?” Jenny asked, 
“If you tell us...” Benny continued. 


fe 


.. we might be able to figure out wt 
you're trying to say!” finished Denny. 

Shamley took a GGG breath. 

“Exhibit ...dinos...” he whispered, si 
gasping for breath. 

“Of course!” Milly cried. “He went to t 
dinosaur exhibition!” 

“How was the exhibition, Grandpa 
the triplets asked in unison. 

Rattenbaum didn’t answer, but he look 
terrified. He began to wave his art 
frantically, pointing at the path he had tak 
to gct home. 


Eveay Bopent roe Hiwsri. 
ee 


NG ONE EVER UISTENED 70 RIM Ss 
ANYWAY! ( 


“The spoo... spook...” Shamley 





stammered. 

Lenny interrupted him. 

“Yes. we also want to see 
the SPOOKOSAURUS.” he 
said patiently. 

“It’s the main attraction,” 
Benny continued. 

“They say it’s absolutely bene- 
ehilling '” Denny concluded. 

Shamley finally had his squeak back. 

“THE $R°°KOSAURUS IS HERE!” 
shouted, pointing wildly at the path leadi 
up to the mansion. 





Every Rovent por Hinsectl 


moving its head and paws BACK and FOR’ 
and snapping its claws to the beat of t 





vee Tape: 
TAR >° Tay. 





} 

It looked like the skeleton was dancing! 
the spookosaurus hadn't been so territyir 
it might have been fusthY to watch. § 
Lenny, Benny, and Denny didn’t find 
amusing at all. 

“RUN FOR YOUR LIVES/” they shout 
scurrying as fast as their paws could cat 
them. 


“Don't leave us!” the triplets replic 





se oF 
Bd 


Pur Mer Down, 


BoNnEHEAD! 





In their haste, the three broths 
KNOCKED OVER thc little table wi 
the tea tray, cups, and week-old pastri 
Ziggy dove after the sweets and gobbl 
them up in one GUL®. Unfortunate 
Lenny, Benny, and Denny BUMPE 
into the unattended gramophone as well. T 
ancient contraption 


Shamley Rattenbaun 





pride and joy fre 


Pur Me Dows, Boxenra 





cwAS™ gens! lungs 
Boom; 


Lyrica’s record flew off the 





apf 


sramophone, And as soon as the mu: 
stopped, the spookosaurus went berset 
It bellowed ANGRILY, shattering the fi 
unbroken windows that remained in t 
Rattenbaum Mansion. 






PETRIFIED with fear, 


to move. 





Per Mr Dowsx, Bowrtragl 


He leaped from his chair and gallant 
put himself between the spookosaurus a 
his granddaughters like a furry shield. 

“Stop right there, you UGLY BEAST!” 
squeaked. “Don’t you dare put that hor 
snout of yours any closer to my aderal 
granddaughters!” 

The empty-eyed spookosaurus just glar 
at Rattenbaum, looking more MENACH 
than ever. Slowly, it moved its bony snc 
closer, sniffing the aristocrat from the en 
of his whiskers to the tip of his tail. 

“WU PY!" the skeleton growled clearly. 

Then the  spookosaurus  grabb 
Rattenbaum by the collar of his tatter 


jacket and Lifted # himoffthe grour 











Per Mr Dows, Bovrnranl 


grabbed the skelcton’s tail, while Milly we 
after one of the prehistoric monster's legs 
“Let go of our Grandpa right now!” th 
squeaked. 

The spookosaurus nonchalantly wagg 

its tail, pushing Tilly and Lilly aside, Th 

it shook its leg, dislodging Milly. Finally, t 
beast tucked Rattenbaum firmly under 

armpit, trapping him securely, 

ues / f “},.9. Shamley was jostled around 

hn (2 dozen or so Small bent 

S* rained down. Not one to m: 





ee | 
an opportunity for free foc 
“iggy grabbed a bone a 
tried to gnaw it. Unfortunate 


he found it too hard and threw 


Por Me Dows, Bowens 
ee 


“And your armpit ; ae 
stinks!” 1 a 
The spookosaurus fy Aull 
just sneered and | || ng © 
galloped down the . @ i a 
path. In a few y-‘S 

seconds , it had ( 
uisappeared 


completely from (3. \. 4" 
* Nae 







sight. ‘The triplets 
tried to follow, but the 
scampering skeleton was 
too FAST 

“Come back!” Milly, ‘Tilly, and [a 
squeaked, but to no avail. 


The sound of a car horn behind the 





Per Mr Bows, Boxriran! 


they saw the famouse publisher, they r 


toward the car, begging for help. 
‘Melp us, Coronimo! Please hel’ 











“The monster grabbed our grandfather. . 
moaned Tilly. 

“...and took him away...” sobb 
Milly. 

«.. without looking back!” whin 
Lilly. 

Creepella sighed. 


“Let's try to remain calm,” she said. “We 
help you.” 
The rest of the von Cacklefur fam 


You'ge 4 Geers, Geanpps! 





Creepella asked the triplets. 
“We don't know!” thev W himper 
through their tears. “He was movi 
FQS6e@P than a freight train!” 
Suddenly, three heads P@P/EC 
SUT from behind the tru 
of a nearby TP@@. Tt was t 
Vandervermer triplets! 


“lt was RUNNING towa 


the center of Gloomeria!” th 





declared. 

“I saw it, too!” Grand 
Frankenstein agreed. He had jt 
arrived on the scene. “That ancie 
fossil was holding that little Fe 
Rattenbaum tightly under its arr 


“Grandpa!” Creepella cried. °T 







you find a solution?” 
The professor ChUCGEIed. 


Youre a Gevies. Gaaxap 
ee 


“Tt wasn't casy,” he admitted. “T had ta lo 
through all the books in my laboratory and 
the library at Cacklefur Castle. But | fina 
figured it out! To stap the spookosauri 
we have to sing him the same lullaby we' 
been singing in our family for centuries 
the VON CACKLEFUB FAMILY LULLABY 

“Well. rattle my bones!” Creepe 
squeaked, hump eine her grandtathe 
"YOU'RE A GENIUS! des 

But Geronimo was 
worried. 

“A lullaby?” he repeated. 
“But will it work forever? § 





Won't the dinosaur just 


wake up again when the 





You'ze 4 Gaus, Geannpa! 


scoffed. “The VON CACKLEFUR FAM 
LULLABY is extremely POWERFUL. 
makes monsters fall aslecp . . forever!” 
Meanwhile, Shivereen noticed Zig 
staring sadly at the broken gramophor 
She went over to console the poor millipec 
offering him sugar -céated mosquito cg 
Ziggy devoured them in a second and perk 
up instantly. He licked Shivereen’s face 


gratitude and chirped a thank-you. 


oe “LIGGU Tip 
( L », WG 2/G Ture 


Shivercen smil 





You'er 4 Gevies, Geaxpp 
ee 


me something that might be helpful,” s 
explained. “He said the spookosaurus rea 
liked the music that was playing earli 
Ziggy said it looked like the dinosaur ™ 
dancing in perfect rhythm!” 

Creepella beathed, 

“Awesome!” she exclaimed. 
“Then we're on the right track! se 
If the spookosaurus L.j LES we 
music, it will l@W@ the von “oA 
Cacklefur family lullaby. 
Problem solved!” 

“Problem $o0|ved!” all 
the von Cacklefurs repeated 








in unison. 


Geronimo was the only one who was s1 





P You'te 4 Garis, Geanneal 


“Geronimo, do I have to exple 
Ve oF CVGRYTHING?” she asked with a sig 


“The spookosaurus likes mus 





so we just have to sing him t 
VON CACKLEFUR FAMI 
LULLABY. ‘Then the dino w 
fall into a GBED S{BED that « 
last forever, and Gloomeria will 
saved, Got it?” 

But Geronimo wasn't Convinced, 

“Do you really think this lullaby w 
work?” he asked, still skeptical. 

“Of course it will!” Boris squeak 
impatiently. “The von Cacklefur family 
full of great ARTL§T§, and this lullaby i: 
truc masterpiece!” 






; > 
‘THE VON CACKLEFUR 
~ ) FAMILY LULLABY 

Hush little dino, don't give a roar, 
Here's Your éozy bed in a tiny drawer. 
If that drawer’s too full of stinky sotks, 
You tan always sleep in this broken box. 
[f that broken box has too many nails, 
= Here's a gloomy tomb for your dino tail. 
P| if that gloomy tomb's too dank and musty 
| The kitchen pantyy’s just a little crusty. 
If the kitchen Pantry smells of rotten oat: 

You fan always sleep in the chilly moat. 

[f the chilly moat makes you turn blue—lippe 
We'll lock you up in the castle erypt. 
leichecaele crt yHudl Slaope nteoed 








Even the Rattenbaums were impressed. 
“That sounds superbly morbid!” t 

triplets exclaimed, clapping their paws. 
“Now the only thing left to do is find t 


spookosaurus, jump on its back, and $i] 
the lullaby!” exclaim 
Creepella. 
“PROBLEM SOLVED 
the von Cacklett 


cheered again. 


Tur Hovoe [s Yours, Greoxim 
ee 


to YUN on the spookosaurus’s back?” 
asked nervously, 

“Isn't it obvious?” Creepella  replic 
“Lullahics need to be sung softly, sweet 
and soothingly directly into an ear for the 
to work!” 

“But w-who's going to be courage a 
cnough to jump on that scary skeletor 
back?” Geronimo asked, his whisk« 
twitching with fear. 

“Oh, Geronimo,” Creepella squcaked 
coyly, “I knew you'd be BRAVE 
enough to volunteer. The - 





honor 1s all yours!” 
The entire von 


Cacklefur family 


approved, 





=: 


_ 
Bes th ————-. 


re ee 





Tie Honok fs Yours, Greonial 


aT he Lonor is all youre, Ceponiw 
they cried in unison. 


ye The Rattenbaum tripl 










squeezed him in 
enormouse hug, 
“You're our here 
they squeaked. 
The poor journal 
fainted on the sp 
When he woke. 
was to the sound 
dX» | Creepella’s ringtone, 
mourngu funeral march. 


7 DUM DUM DA-DUM DUM Dy 
DUM DA-DUM DA-DUM! 


“Hello?” she answered. It was May 


Tur Hovoe [s Yours, Greoxim 





Cree! 
The spookosaurus is heading aheno 







toward city hall!” 


Creepella heard the 
spookosaurus in the 
backsround and hung 
Up on the mayor immediately. 

“We have to go to city hall 
NEW!” she squeaked as she jumped int 
the Turborapid 3000. The rest of the v 
Cacklefurs scrambled to follow, 

“Spookosaurus, we're coming for you 


they cried as they climbed into their vehic! 


A BriLurant 


[peal 





But Creepella didn’t head straight ft 
Gloomeria’s city hall. Instead, she turn 
onto a NARROW side road: Delirium Street 

“Where are we going?” Geronimo aske 
confused. 

Creepella pulled up in front of a buildi 
with a lops idéd sign hanging over t 
entrance, 








A Brrtiiaxt Ine 
ee 


“T just had a brilliant idea,” Creepe 
squeaked. She leaped out of the Turborar 
3000 and took the steps of the muset 
three at a time. She emerged soon aft 
with a bri2>0 smile on her snout and fo 
brawny, muscular rodents. 

“WERE READY, CREEPELLA!” the m 
rugged of the four bellowed. 

A door on the side of the museum open 
to reveal a massive antique CATARLILT 

“The Muscum’s director gave me 


permission to use it,” Creepella 






explained. “It dates back to 
medieval times, when King | 
Fuzzypaw the Lion-Hearted i 
reigned in Mysterious : 





A Barttuxt Jnr 
ee 


The four musclemice pulled the massi 
machine out of the museum's doors a 
into the street. One of them also carried 
basket containing what looked like sor 
wooden RAMUOA and a HELMET made fre 

half a coconut shell, 

Geronimo looked first 

the basket and then at t 

catapult. A cold shiv 
ran down his fur as 

TPIGHtSNhiNng new thoug 

scized him. What was that arm 

for? And what was Creepella’s brilliai 


idea? 





Creepella followed Geronimo’s gaze a 


guessed his thoughts. 


A Baritiaanr Lora! 


“Mummified mummies!” Geronir 
shrieked, “No way. Absolutely not! | w 
NT be hurled by an ancient catapult!” 

Geronimo didn’t waste another secor 
He hightailed it out of there immediatel 
But unfortunately . . JSnip and sn 
| @) 11 He fell i alpen 
into a Aleta le bush. ..@ 


tripped him . . 






von Cacklefur grabbed him ” the collar a 
dragged him out of the bush. 


“Don't worry,” Boris squcaked reassuring 





A Berttiaxt lor 
ee 


“Tf you end up plastered to the ground lik 
rodent pancake, | promise to hold a whisk 
lickingly gloomy fumeral for you. I'll ev 
compose a funeral ode for the occasion 
N° EXTRA C9$T!” 

“rl Ss ENG the famous aria , 
Extraordinary Mouse Lies Here!” promis 
Madam La Tomb. 

“How wonderful,” Geronimo mumbled 
he resigned himself to his fate, What ef 


could he do? 
Chin up, 





A Bartiaant Tora! 





Geronimo and the yon Cacklefurs follow 
the four musclemice as they PUSHED i 
catapult all the way to city hall. 

As soon as they arrived, the mayor bu: 
through the crowd. He was carrying 
TROMBONE. 

“What's that?” asked Shivercen. 

“It’s a precious family heirlaam that Ike 
on exhibit at city hall.” Mayor Chatterpa 
said. “I don’t want the spookosaurus 
GHUSH it the way it destroyed the Statue 
the Heartbroken Knight.” 

He gestured toward the once-famo 
statue in the middle of the square in fre 
of city hall. 

“It’s in PIEG@LES!” he squeaked. “M 








THE STENCH! 





The musclemice pushed the catapult in 
pesition. The spookosaurus was too bu 
tr ampling what was left of the stat 
to notice. But Shamley saw what w 
happening. He was still trapped under t 
skeleton’s armpit. 

“SAVE ME! Sshamley shouted. “TM DY 
FROM THE STENCH! 

Creepella put the helmet on Geronim 


head and helped him put on the armor. 


Cu Drixe feow Ton Sex 







“But how doa you 
know that?” Geronimo 
asked nervously. “No [| 
one’s ever used this |- 
catapult to fling a 
mouse at a dinosaur 
fossil before! And why 
does it have to be WHE?” 

“Stop whining, Geronimo!” Creepe 
scolded him. Then she turned toward t 
four musclemice. “Are you ready to laun 
the mouse?” 

“We are, Creepellal” they repli 
enthusiastically. One musclemou 
was holding an GMLOPrMoOUSse p: 
of scissors. He was about to cut the ro 

















Ix Drive prom THe Stexct! 


Geronimo went flying UP UP UP ir 


the air. 
pnnnhail m 
wh "4 he cried. 
| eo Then he began to f 
7 ae 


ot ail Se: < - y DOWN, DOWN, DOWN .. 
NNT hhhAAAAH HRY 


he shricked as he _ t, 
landed on the spookosaurus’s back 
with an enormouse theD: 
“Yay!” the von Cacklefurs — crie 
applauding. “What a perfect launch!” 
The spookosaurus wasn't happy at 

















“Tv Drive from the Srexcn! 


“Now sing him the LULLABY!” shout 
Boris, 

Geronimo climbed up closer to t 
spookosaurus’s car. Then in a tramibitt 


3] 


‘ voice he began to sing: 


) “Hush little dino, don’t give a rour we 
“fe As if by magic, the dinosaur began 
ealm down. 
“It’s working!” Creeepella shouted, 
“IT’S WORKING/” the others agreed. 
“It’s scoms to be working a little T¢ 
well!” squeaked Shivereen. She pointed 
the dina. 
“What in Gloomeria .. .” beg 
Tilly. 
..1§ that dinosaur doing .. 











Ia Brive freon tue Steven! 





The spookosaurus had taken Shamlicy c 
from under its arm, The giant fossil w 
holding and Peeling the aristocrat gen 


like anewborn mouscling as Gcronimo sar 


37 


¥ “Ef the ai moat makes you turn bl 


lipped. . 
“Oh, it’s so Sweet!” Grandma cry 
squeaked, moved at the unexpected Suhr 









We'tt Lock 
You Up in THE 
CastLe Crypt 





Geronimo kept singing to the spookosaurt 
which was almost completely @S/BRD. 

“We'll lock you up in the castle crypt . . 

Deal As the lullaby came to an end, Creepe 

shouted to Shamley. 

“Come on, Shamley!” she squeake 
“Jump down!” 

But it was Mpeg sible. As soon 
Rattenbaum wriggled himself free, t 


spookosaurus grabbed him up again. 





Wer'tt Lore You Ue i tie Castir Carver 


to cradle,” Shivereen suggested, 
“Yes, but what?” Creepella replied. 
“There is something you could use . 
the mayor's wife whispered softly. 
“What did you say, dear?” May 
Chatterpaws asked. 
“There is something they eouibbase, dan 
Carol repeated. “Your trond | 
“But it’s a fam 
hetrloom!” the may 
protested. “Tt belong 





to my = ereat-ere 

erandfather’s gre: 
ereat-great-grandtathe 
ereat-great-ereat ...” 


“The trombone!” ! 





Wert Lorg You Up mm tue Castir Cav 





threw the trombone up 
to the spookosaurus, 
and the dinosaur grabbed 





it instinctively, Once 
Shamley was free, he jumped 
down to safety. The dinosaur 
began to enthy rock the 
instrument as it drifted off to | 
sleep. Meanwhile, Geronimo swiftly ~ 
scampered off the spookosaurus’s back. 
A few seconds later the dinosaur h 
fallen into a deep fFOreVver S(BeD. 
thanks to the YON CACK LEFUR FAMIL 
LULLABY. ‘The spookosaurus was on 
again a giant, immobile fossil. But it was 


inside the Gloomeria Science Museu 





We'tt Lore You We i roe Caster Caver 


“Now how are we going to /i'/4)//5 
from here?” the mayor asked with a groat 

* Why do we have to move it?” Carol asked f 
husband. “It looks perfectly fine where it 
And it's a lot better than that horrible statuc 

Rveryone in the square agreed. Th 
they rushed to surround and congratul: 
Geronima. | 

“YOURE OOR HERO!” the triplets squeak 
as they hugged him tightly, Then they turn 
to Crecpella and Thanked her, too. 

But Shamley was still too ANGR. 
with his longtime nemesis, Grand 
Frankenstein. He couldn't bring himself 
thank any of the von Cacklefurs for Savi 
him. Instead he stormed home, grumbli 


Wert Locg You Ue i tue Caster Cave 
ee 


“Now that your grandfather is okay, w 
don't we go back to our little party?” th 
suggested. Then each brother © 
took once of the triplets’ arms. \} 






The mayor jumped at the word. 

“Did | hear the 
word PARTY?” 
he asked. “We 
absolutely must throw 
an unforgettable bash to 
celebrate our hero 
(seronimo!” 

“Actually,” Geronimo 
protested timidly, “if you 


don’t mind, I'd rather go back to 


writing my ENCYCLOPEDIA OF GHOSTS.” 





We'tt Lore You Ue ix rie Casts Cavpr 


mayor is right. You were a real hero tod. 
Geronimo, and we have to celeb rabe 

The mayor presented Geronimo with 
cnormouse rusted kev. 

“In the name of all of Gloomeria, I give ¥ 
this bey to the city.” he declared. “Becau 
in these dark times...” 

His wife tugged at his jackct. and t 
mayor immediately stopped the speech 
had begun. 

“T mean, let’s C&Lebrabe! he cried. 

Everyone cheered. 


ae “HOORAY FOR GERONIMO!” 


“Hooray for the von Cacklefur %. 








You’re So BRAVE, 
UNcLe G:! 


A shiver ran down my fur as I finish 
reading the book. T had almost forgott 
how SG@FEE! I had been during tt 
ittcredible adventure. 


A 
oe ve: 
en 
awake 







yes DION” 








You'Re So Brave, wae Uncie G:! 





My nephew Benjamin’s eyes were fill 
with admiration, 

“What a book!” he exclaimed. “It’s t 
most whisker-chewing, tail-paralyzit 
story I've ever heard! And you were 
BRAVE. Uncle G. —" 

“l was Scared stiff,” I admitted to 1 
nephew. “But when there was no otk 
choice, | guess | found the courage!” 

“| hope someone destroyed Grandtatk 
Frankenstein’s horrible invention.” Benjarr 
shuddered. 

“Oh, yes. It will never be used again.” 

“Will you publish Creepella’s new book 
Benjamin asked. 


“Of course!” I replied. “In fact, [ll Te 


You'Re So Brave. ~ Uscte G.! 


























7 © I'm so happy, Geronimo! Vil 
let everyone in Gloomeria 
know. We can have a book 
signing party and Chet 
 Stewrat will prepare his 
special spookosaurus stew 
everyone! 








My stomach lurched just thinking abe 
Chef Stewrat’s atu! cooking. But thinki 
of food made me realize ] was hungry. Ip 
down my cell phone and asked Benjamin 
he wanted to go for an i¢@ Cream, | 
happily agreed. 

“Let's go to Tutti Frutti,” he said. “Tl t 





Youre So Brave, - jeg'y Uncie G:! 


Lickety suggested I try the new flavor. 
It was LIZARD GREEN and covered wi 
small white sprinkles. 
“What is it?” I asked, intrigued. 
“Herbed-cheese ice cream topped wi 


goat cheese sprinkles,” he replied proud 
“T call it Dinosaur Scales! So, what. 
you say? Want to try it?” 








You'Re So BRave, mee UNcLE O.! 








“Um, no, thank you!” J] replied. I w 
done with DINOSAURS for a while. Bu 
would be sure to bring a pint to Creepe 
and the von Cacklefurs on my next visit 
Gloomeria. l was sure they would appreciz 
such an unusual flavor. After all, th 
were 4 Very unusual family! 

But being unique made the von Cackletv 
special. And Creepella truly was the b®: 


writer in Mysterious Valley. 





I knew her latest book i see’ 40% 
was going to he 
a spooktacular 


BESTSELLER: 


If you liked this be 
be sure to check 
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1. Oozing moat 
2. Drawbridge 
3. Grand entrance 
4. Moldy basement 


5. Patio, with a view 
of the moat 


6. Dusty library 
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DEAR MOUSE FRIENDS, 
GOOD-BYE UNTIL 
THE NEXT BOOK! 








cra Is an enchanting and mysterie 
mouse with a pet bat named Bitewing. 
By night Creepella is a special-effects 
) designer and director of scary films, and b 
i i day she's studying to become a journalist! 
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THE HAUNTED DINOSAUR 


Oh nol A terrible haunted dinosaur has mysteriously 
to life and is wreaking havoc throughout Mysterious 

It’s scattering bones and leaving destruction in its 
Creepella steps up To the task of taming this creature — 
brings Geronimo along for the adventure! 
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